
The Fly Under the Umbrella

So I was walking as fast as I could back to the office, because Christ on ice it was 

raining hard. I had an umbrella, an inadequate pink one I'd stolen from Alison's desk. 

Now and then it blew inside out and made me look like I was wielding a huge flower. In 

my other hand was an almighty sandwich. 

It had been threatening rain when I left to get lunch. But work had been so 

horrible I'd decided to console myself by walking half a mile to a fancy deli. Well now I 

felt dumb; by the time I got back I’d be soaked. I’d have to spend the afternoon pulling 

wet trouser material away from my chafing thighs. At least I had the umbrella - I was just 

getting good at angling the canopy into the shifting wind, and there was something nice 

about being alone under there after hours with those pricks in the meeting room.

And then a fly joined me under the umbrella. It hovered just in front of my nose, 

and I wanted to kill it. My hands being full, I tried to blow it away, “fwwwh”, “fwwwh”, 

but the fly just moved higher up into the dome of the umbrella and bounced gently in the 

air with the rhythm of my walking. The freeloading little scumbag had seen me with my 

swatting hands both busy, and had jumped aboard like I was a bus. “Get your own 

umbrella,” I said.

I tried waggling the umbrella to shoo it, and that didn’t work, and I tried saying 

“Shoo! Shoo!” but that didn’t work either. I waved the hand holding the sandwich at it 

half-heartedly but I didn’t like the idea of letting the fly get too near my lunch. A piece of 

tomato fell out and slid down my leg to the floor. I stopped for a second and tried to wipe 



some mayonnaise from my knee with the back of my wrist. When I looked up the fly was 

back in position, smiling. 

It seemed there was nothing doing. The fly just bobbed along, riding the air in the 

umbrella. I guessed he wasn't doing any harm. I imagined where he'd come from and 

where he was going. I thought maybe he was going to visit a girlfriend on the other side 

of town. “Baby,” he'd pleaded on the phone, “baby I can't come over now – it's raining!”. 

“I don't care!” she'd said, “you need to get your ass here now so we can talk about this or 

we're over!”  I softened towards the fly – he didn't want to be here, out in the pissing rain, 

hitching lifts with strangers.

I looked up at him and marveled how tiny and fast his wings were, how skillfully 

he kept pace and avoided getting hit by the fabric of the umbrella. It was amazing. A little 

crack appeared in my heart and into it flowed all the wonder of nature and the warmth of 

charity. I was Noah with a pink umbrella ark. 

I decided I would quit my stupid job at the office and go to work at an 

organisation caring for sick flies. If one didn't exist then I'd establish it myself. I'd be the 

Fly Guy. We'd need branding – the logo would be a fly under an umbrella and would 

feature on our letterhead and all other marketing materials. “We're a team” I said to the 

fly.

By this point the lower half of my body was about as wet as it was going to get. 

My trouser hems had sucked up water like blotting paper. I couldn't see the point in 

hurrying any more, so I slowed my pace to make things easier for the fly. I passed a girl 

who was holding an umbrella too. I tried to raise the front of my umbrella so she could 

see the fly. I imagined she'd be pretty impressed by my sensitive character.  



I must have been daydreaming hard about my new life when we came to a 

junction and I stepped out across without waiting for the green man. For it was only when 

I reached the other side of the road that I realised my fly was no longer under the 

umbrella. I turned and squinted my eyes and I could just make him out, flailing in the 

middle of the road, so shocked that all he could do was fly in a little triangle, doing his 

best to avoid raindrops. To my horror I saw he was directly in the path of an oncoming 

van. 

I darted back into the road, stepping in a deep puddle that immersed my shoe up 

to the laces. Pieces of chicken and bacon and avocado from my sandwich flew out all 

over the tarmac and my shirt as I flapped my arms and launched across to the fly. The 

van bore down – either the driver couldn't see well because of the curtain of rain on his 

windscreen, or he didn't care. I reached my fly, held the umbrella over him and shouted, 

“Come on! Quick!” We jerked back across the road, the van rushed past and sprayed 

water all up my side. But we were safe. I looked at the sandwich. It was diminished but 

still ample.

As you can imagine the fly was immensely grateful. He kept buzzing and 

bumping up into my face like a puppy licking its owner. I waved him away. “Stop that!” I 

said, but of course I enjoyed the affection. We were invincible, the fly & I. 

As we neared the office the rain eased, and weak sunshine slipped between 

buildings and created angular blocks of silver lit rain drops. Just to our left a pretty girl 

stepped out of a cafe carrying a pastry. She looked up, feeling for rain with her cheeks. 

One or two tiny drops fell on her and she blinked. Then no more. The rain had stopped. 

The girl fiddled with her mobile phone.



I hadn’t really thought about what would happen although I suppose I knew we 

couldn’t stay there under the umbrella forever. I stopped walking. The fly seemed to 

sense some change in air pressure, and buzzed closer to the edge of the umbrella 

expectantly. He dropped down and flew right out. I watched him stretch his wings, toing 

and froing. And then he spiraled down, and landed right on the girl’s pastry. Right in the 

caramelized eye of her cinnamon apple swirl. I dropped my sandwich and it tumbled to 

the street in slow motion. The girl was still pushing buttons on her phone and I don’t 

think she can have noticed him. He seemed to have forgotten I existed. He didn’t look up. 

Not once. Judas. I wanted to say something to the girl to warn her. I wanted say, “lady, 

don't trust that fly. He'll pretend he wants to share your dreams and then break them.” But 

I didn’t. I looked at my soggy trousers clinging to my legs, and my sandwich, grit-

covered on the road by my feet. And I collapsed the pink umbrella, and pointed it at the 

fly. And I said, almost shouting, so he would know I was cross. “You ungrateful little  

cunt.”

The girl looked up, surprised.  


